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SLOPER MAKES PANCAKES. 


af From instructing the youthful mind how to shout, Poor Pa has now taken a more extensive grasp af social questions generally, and is now busy teaching 
he older mind how to cook. Since Monday last our kitchen has been turned into a sort of third class cook shop, and naturally disorder reigns supreme. 
The object of all this idiotic display is supposed to be the manufacture of pancakes, but I think it may be more appropriately called the manufacture of discord. 
Several of the ‘ Friv, girls are assisting Papa, and the result of their first day’s labour was of course disastrous, the Twins being the chief sufferers.” —Tootsir. 


THE REIGN OF TERROR. 


THE Carnival of Blood was in full swing. More than six 
thousand prisoners were at one tine locked upin the French 
prisons waiting their turn on the guillotine. Houses every- 
where were being levelled to the ground, and the cellars 
blown up by gunpowder. More than 12,000,000 pounds’ 
worth of property was thus wilfully destroved,and hundreds 
of workmen perished, buried beneath the walls, recklessly 
undermined. Churches were demolished, the graves of 
kings and queens broken open, and the bodies, with insult, 
flung into ditches, 

Nantes and the departments around it were inhabited 
but by murderers and their victims. Nocturnal massacres 
took place in the prisons, and in the fields, arranged ina 
row by the side of their grave, as many as sixty were at one 
time shot down by cannon. Two wretches, called Carrier 
and Lambertye, furnished a pleasure boat gorgeously, and 
stocked it with delicacies and the choicest wines. On this 
boat they embarked with their abandoned companions and 
| their executioners, and while they were feasting on deck, 
| their victims confined in the hold saw,at a given signal, the 
; valves open, and the waters of the Loire poured in upon 
| and destroyed them, their stifled vroans annourcing to those 
| above that hundreds had just died beneath their feet, yet 


oo 


‘Tis 3 a.M., and Inrehin i . i i 
» anc g along the road is 2. Him, for he can hardly stand. A good stagger 8. His own front door. Suddenly a window is thrown open, 
oe ofa man. ‘Tis Stuffins, M.P., just and an extra roll. and he has safely landed at the and a head, together with a blunderbuss, is thrnst forth. : The 
Deke ete nwmentary, duties! The heat summit of his ambition, or, in other words, the top ery of “Thieves!” and “ Murder!” soon attracts the police. 
© has doubtless beea too much for— _ of the steps leading to, as he thinks—_ Stuffins has mistaken the Louse, and spends the night in prison. 


they continued their orgies over this floating sepulchre. 
Sanson, the executioner, says, in his diary, that when 
d'Eglantine, the dramatic author, was travelling with 


\ 


| 


Danton in one of the executioner’s carts towards the guillotine, the 
former began lamenting that in prison he had been robbed of a 
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comedy, upon which Danton laughed and said to him, “ Verses ! } 
You'll have enough of them in a week, and we also.” 17 he French | 
for verses is also French fur worms, “ Danton,” says Sanson, “ was | 


the game to the last; 
always firm.” He looked ov, while a dear friend of his was 
execnted, “with such calmness a- does not belong to man, Nota 
muscle in his face moved. He seemed to defy not only the fear 
of death, but death itself. ‘Do not,’ said he, ‘forget to show my 
head to the mob; they have not often seen one like it.’” 

Later on he writes, “ Wessidor 6.—Executed twenty-three men 
and four women, one of them a deserter. Notter hadadog. The 
animal was much attached to its master, and was the cause of his 
arrest. It followed hii to prison, and remained outside the door 
till the carts, coming out, it recognized him and barked with joy, 
and followed ns to the Placedua Tréne, When the soldier alighted, 


f | 
at times, brutal; at others, sarcastic, but 


| 
iy 
| 
| 


he patted the poor creature and asked those near to take care of it, | 


but none dared. The dog followed him up to the platform, and 
one of my men threw it down; but it rushed up the steps again, 


howled dismally, whereupon a gendarme pinned it with his bayouet, | 


Stones were aimed at him, and he narrowly escaped with life. A 
workman took up the dog and carried it away.” 

At length the executioner himself sickened of the horrors. He 
writes, “ Prairial 29.—A terrible day's work! The guillotine 
devoured fifty-four victims, My strength is atan end. I almost 
fainted away. Perhaps | am punished by the Almighty for my 
cowardly obedience to mock justice, For some time | have been 
troubled with terrible vi-ions. It seems to me as if | were intoxi- 
eated—the people, the furniture, the walls dance around me, and 
ny ears are full of strange noises, | lead the doomed to death, 
and I cannot believe they are going to die, It is likeadream. 1 
discharge my duties like an automaton. Then comes the thump 
of the knife. I cannot hear it now without a shudder——" He 
died mad. 


. * *. * . ° 
This is an awful business about Billiam the Blood-Stained, post- 
card writer. We hope he is not mixed up with the Whitechapel 
murders, 
(Next week,“ The Acton Mystery.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


=e 

°° Correspondents wishing their AISS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Many thanks for relic, Cectu. Glad you liked it, ARTHUR 
BALL; We shall all be glad to see you Any time you like to call, 
What's the use of trying, FLAUTO, You have not the faintest chance. 
Whilst your aoa tt is Hardly likely to enhance, Its your 
Sault entirely, N.S. You should try and make amends, Send the 

hota, ARTHUR KTAPFORD, Jt shall go in © Tootsies: Friends.” 

we can get the numbers, WaRnoin, They are always kept in stock, 
Sorry that Wwe cannot, Jarvey. — Thanks for paper, THOMAS 
Brock. Jt has pained us deeply, DERBY, That we cannot under- 
stand What on earth it is you mean by “SLOPER'S little drunken 
band.” Do not ask such questions, FANNY, Really you are very 
rude, You hare quite disgusted Toorsit, Though you know she's 
not a prude, When you're learned ta spell, 8. BARKER, Write and 
blackguard us again, Do net be persuaded, MATTIE, Such a 
course would be insane, Thanks tor poems, UW, i. CHARLAND, But 
they're very much tou long, We cannot explain it, Dino, But we 
know that you are wrong. rs 
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tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 

“My son,” said Bladder pater to his Olive Branch, “I would 
like you to be a little more attentive to your lessons and less 
devoted to your boyish games.” And the Twig said, “ Well, pa, you 
are fond enoug? of boyish games, from what | hear.” Whereupon 
the author of his being demanded of the Branchlet at what he was 
driving, and the answer was, “Mr. Snarler says, any way, that you 
are always flying kites.” “9 : 


First egy of the Pen. Heard the sad news about poor 


Phannichap , 
Second Knight of the Pen. No, I haven't; what's happened to 


im 
Ist ditto. Why, he committed suicide the day before yesterday. 
2nd ditto, Suicide! Great scissors! What possible reason 
could he have for doing that? 
Ist ditto, A very good one; his editor had told him that he 
couldn't accept any more jokes about mothers-in-law. 
ss 
> 
How many girls resemble clocks— 
They've pretty faces, don't you know— 
Whilst some are just a little fast, 
And others rather slow. 
se 
ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.—Sweet Seventeen wants to 
know whether it is dangerous to tight lace. The dear, sweet girl 
must be painfully backward for her age. Dangerous to tight lace? 
Why, of corset is. rer 


SCENE—Shop of dealer in antiquitics, Enter seedy indiridual, 

8. I. Have you got such a thing as a cheap suit of armour? 

Dealer. What up, got an order to supply someone with 
“ancestors,” or been appointed a football referee? 

S.J. Neither. I've joined the Salvation Army,and they want 
me to go down and take charge of a company at Eastbourne. 

*? 

“BLACK satin went out when Maria Manning was ‘anged in it,” 
said Mra. Jawkins to Mrs. ‘Awkins as they stood in the bottle and 
jug compartment of the “Spigot and Swipes.” © Yes, ole gel, but 

white satin’ still ‘olds its hown,” responded Mrs, ‘Awlsins as she 
ordered “a ‘arf quartero an’ two outs,” 


y | 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 410.—The “ L.C.C, Park Superintendent” Costume. 


Pew-Opener (sotto voce, to sleeper). 
Please don't snore so lond, sir, you're 
waking all the congregation, 


IN THE THICK OF IT. 
A scene from the battle of squalls. 


New Footman (who prides himself on his grammar, announcing stout old 
lady and dauyhters). Mrs. Foot, aud her daugliters, Feet. 


“Tsay, waiter, do you supply false 
teeth 7") What do you mean, sir 7” 
“Why, I shall soon want a set if 1 eat 

. many more of your tough steaks.” 


BL 


A litde arrangement iu alcohol which 
| has already appearel to that bud of 
| early youth, the Tlnue Eyed Babclet, 

Teetotal journals please copy. 


(Saturday, March 5, 1892. 


“Goop Heavens!" exclaimed Brown, “ what sort of a necktie do 
you call that, man?” “Oh—why,” stammered De Masher, “ah— 
well, you sée—er—it isn't one of my wegular ones, it's—er—what 
you might call—er—a casual tie.” “I should feel more iuclined to 
call it a casualty.” *° 


Miss Spinster. What a very strange young man dear Clara's 
intended is! 

Mrs. , Sere Aaa Indeed! In what.way? : 

Miss Spinster, Why—oh !—he—why, he seems so different to 
other young men, don't you know. 

Mra. Quiverful (withasigh), All the more likely to makea good 
husband, my dear, *° 


“WHAT a nuisance it is,” said Jones, who has just been worried, 
“ people continually asking one the time.” “ Yes,” agreed Smith, 
“especially if your watch happens to be popped. 
es 


. 
THEY stood beside the garden gate, 
His arm around her waist ; 
The nectar from her ruby lips 
He bent his head to taste. 


Her ruthless parent saw them, though, 
And loosed the yard dog, Towzrr, 
And Ethel lost her ki«s, and George 
A portion of his trouser. 
es 
= 
“CHAPPIE. why is a geranium like an anchovy?” “Give it up.” 
“Really! Well, don‘tcherknow, it’s very often potted.” “Bai 
Jove! And now you tell me why you're like an anchovy. What! 
you don't know? Well, then, because you are frequently had on 


toast.” ee 
s 


Tompkins. Smithson's wife tried to poison him the other day. 
Jackson, You don't mean it! Why, 1 thought they doated on 
each other. How did she do it? A 
Tompkins, Bought him a box of cigars for a birthday present. 
es 


s 
“YEs, mate, you may d'pend that wot I say is right,” exclaimed 
a pothouse orator, “a man is just wot his wife makes im.” “Garn !” 
ejaculated his friend. “ D'you mean ter say as how I'm a flan'l 
shirt?) That's what my missis made me larst week.” 


s 
AN editor's politeness next. 
To that of no one ranks, 
Just think what awful rot he reads, 
Aud yet declines—with thanks. 


s . . : 
THEY were dilating on the merits of their respective best cirls, 
and one of them said, proudly, “ My girl can sit on her hair ;” and 
the other, who had mashed a Indy acrobat, replied, “ That's nothing; 
mine can stand on her head.” + ¢ 


“FILL my glassh again, pleash, Miss,” epluttered McGooseley. 
“Why, you've only just emptied it, man!" exclaimed De Boozer, 


| “Yesh, vesh!” said McGooseley, “‘tishn’t that I want it to drink, 


tat I likesh to shee my glassh full.” 
id 


s 
“THE memories of a past-and-tried-to-be-forgotten love are ever 
with us. We try to darken the face—to veil the tineamonts ot one 
we once adored ; but, still, that face by some means forces itself 
npon our present being.” Jones made these touching remarks 
just after uttering a sharp yell from carelessly reclining ona minia- 
ture of his once adored Juliana Anne nicely mounted as a scarf-piv, 
* 


* 
IF “bliss” and “kiss” and “curls” and “ girls” 
Were not allowed in rhyme, 
'Twould cause some thousand wretched “ potes” 
A most unpleasant time. 


Ld 

ONE of the latest uses of instantaneous photography is to get 
the exact presentment of Misa Marie Lloyd when she is “ Winking 
the other eve”; also of her right arm when engaged in the action 
of “ Whacky-whacky-whack.” Enlarged positives of the latter are 
said to be ordered by the London School Board to be supplied to 
all schoolmasters and mistresses in the Metropolitan schools. 

es 


. 

However popular a handsome and fascinating doctor may be 
with the women, you mustn't call hima lady killer. He might 
bring an action against you for casting a doubt upun his profes- 
sional ability, a 


“*SwEETs to the sweet," said the “hubby,” who had kept the 
dinner waiting till it was cold,and had got into hot water handing 
the partner of his joys the currant jelly and hoping to ropitiate 
her righteous indignation, And she cooed, “‘ Sweets to the sweet, 
dear? Certainly! I was Mae, 7 to tell you that I must have a 
new drawing room suite imm intely after the Spring clean.” 


s 
WHEN at a soirée musicale, 
How eagerly we long 
To thank the man who kindly sings 
Our one and only soug. 


* 
“V.C.” stands for-Victoria Cross, but Her Most Gracious Majesty 


is rather pleased than cross when one is won, 
s 
s 


“JEER, Bill, wot's the cove in Shykspere mean w’'en ‘e talks 
abaht the ‘Ides of March’?"” “S'pose 'e means, Chorlay, the skins 
of the March ‘ares.” *,° 


Overheard at the “ Cheese.” 
Scotus. There's the McNab. What. power o’ whusky that mon 
puts awa’! It's a wonder the chiel stands it. 
Anglo-Scotus. He doesn't ; he always lets someone.else do that, 
ss 


* 

“REMARKABLY clear headed young man Mr. Nincompoop is,” 
remarked Mrs. Bodger. “ Remarkably!" replied her husband; “so 
clear, indeed, that there is nothing in it.” 

ss 
ae 
I po not think that any man a year or two ago 
Was so popular among our set as Lever ; 
But now that he is married, and can boast a son and heir, 
We most of us avoid him like the fever. 


I can soon explain the reason why his hosts of former pals, 
That t!.ey may never meet him now are praying, 
For they know he'll buttonhole them, and insist that they 
should hear 
An account of “ baby’s latest clever saying.” 


a 
Editorial Office of American Newspaper. 

Dramatic Critic. What shall | say about this new actor? 

Editor, Let's see—he's a Britisher, isn't he? Say “I have never 
beheld a more horrible travesty of the noble dramatic art, a more 
lamentable fatlure has never taken place——” 

Dramatic Critic, No, no, you're wrong: His real name's Dono 
van, and he's an Irishman. 

Editor, Oh, then, say “It has never been my fortune to witness 
anything more artistic, more truly, etc., etc.” 

* 8 
* 

“An!” said Stopper, in the bar of the “Blue Pig,” “I've had 
my moments of good Inck sometimes even here; I've come down 
fairly well on my feet.” “ Yes,” said McGooseley, sweetly. “ but 
those were the times when they chucked you because you would 
persist in standing on your head, and tbey just nipped you in the 

looming attitude.” More words—less Scotch. 
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TOOTSIE AT THE ALHAMBRA. 


—~— 


ITAVE you ever been to Holland? Go by the Great Eastern to 
Harwich. A rare old town Harwich is, with its narrow streets and 
red roofs, just about 
what it must have 
been in the days of 
Mr. Samuel Pepys. 
You might stay there 
a while, and choose a 
good time to make 
the passage. 

In Lady Mary 
Montagu’s letters | 
read, under the date 
of August 3rd, O.S., 
1716: “1 flatter my- 
self, dear sister, that 
I shall give you some 
pleasure in letting 
you know that I have 
safely passed the sea, 
though we had the 
ill fortune ofastorm. 
The wind blew so 
hard that none of the 
sailors could keep 
their feet, and we 
were all Sunday 
tossed very hand- 
somely, 1 never saw 
& man more fright- 
ened than the cap- 
tain.” In those days 
it was the fashion to 
begin the “grand 
tour” with ol- 
land. Lady Mary 
was delighted with Rotterdam. “All the streets,” she says, “are 
paved with broad stones, 80 neatly kept that [ aesure you I walked 
almost all over the town y sterduy, tneognita, in my slippers with- 
out receiving one spot of dirt; aud you tnay see the Dutch maids 
washing the pavement of the streets with more application than 
ours do our bedchambers. The common servants are more nicely 
clean than most of our ladies.” 

Rotterdam is, in truth, a wonderful place, and very Dutch indeed, 
but the Dutchmen inhabiting it are not those whom Washington 
Irving loved to describe, The grown up Dutchmen don't seem to 
drink and smoke as one would expect, though the little boys doa 
deal of smoking, and in early ; aud there is schnapps to be had 
all over Holland if you feel schnappy. 

But if you don't want to take quite such a long voyage, sample 
instead the Le of Holland now on view at the Alhambra. The bal- 
let, Oa the Ice, is one of the most enlivening shows I have seen 
for this ever so long. Here we havea Dutch wedding, wherein 
Miss Hoby and Miss Hooton enact the parts of bride and bride- 
groom, aud Fred Yarnold is 
a big, broad burgomaster of 
the Van Dunk style. There 
are a maypole dance and a 
snowstorm and a game of 
snowballing. There is a skat- 
ing dance by the Fletchers, 
and there are dances re 
formed by quakersand quaker- 
esses that are a joy to look on 
at, for very pretty the quaker- 
eases look and altogether, Carl 


The Sakers. 


Coppi and Jacobi are to be ocd 
wartinly congratulated on H amd 
their welcome novelty. fil: iP 


Another novelty at the 
Alhambra is the ap; earance 
of Flora Moore, who hails 
from America, dances with 
great cleverness, and does 
some drull variety business. 

There seem to be plenty of 
variety artistes lately at this 
place vf amusement. There 
is James Fawn, who always 
sings good comic songs and 
sings them well. J.C. Rich's 
Sheeny is a big hit ; indeed it 
may be described as a “crea- 
tion.” Bessie Bonehill, of course, comes well to the front, and 
her style is excellent, Nelly Navette dances charmingly, and The 
Sakers are as funny a pair as you could wish to meet with. 

Lieutenant Frank Travis’ performance is very popular, as it 
dezerves to be; and his patter is really first rate. Hector and 
Loraine are two very funny acrobats, and much of their business is 
novel and amusing. Walter Munroe, the night 1 was there, was at 
his best, and is a true humorist. 

, Temptation ia still a temptation, and a strong one, too, in Leicester 
Square, for it is maguificently staged and contains some of the best 
and most tuneful music ever heard ina ballet. Mr. William Bailey 
sevms to be quite indefatigable iu his efforts to cater for the 
Alhambra public, and, it must be allowed, the latter are not back- 
ward in coming forward, and that auditorium and saloons are as 
crowded as of yore. And to think that there was a time within the 
memory of the Dook Snook when the Alkambra did not pay. The 


’ garrulous one says, “Ah, that was when it was run as an 


orthodox theatre, aud not as a palace of varieties.” Then he 
goes on to prate about the 
absurd comicality and awful 
gagging of the ever green 
Arthur Roberts on the last 
night of Granada's red castle 
as atheatre when Black Eyed 
Susan held the boards, Every- 
one in the large audieuce 
fairly gasped with laughter 
and astonishment at Arthur's 
audacity. Deur, dear, what o 
man he is! Arthur, I mean, 
not Snook, The latter, as 1 
have often said before, is at 
times simply insufferable with 
his ancient history. In fact, 
it would be difficult to find a 
more Fete and disinteresting 
crowd than Snook, Bob and 
ple Ah, denra, being be- 
trothed is not all happiness ! 
And to be connected with 
such a family as mine is 
punishment enough for any 
offence. Perhaps, some of 
these days, when Pa has re- 
tired from the public gaze and 
this wretched rag, you will all 
he able to judge of my real 
worth, and what I have to 
Ee up with now, Ah! me. 
Poor Pa penniless, Snook 
minus even a loaning acquain- 
. : tance, Lord Bob ndent 
on the supplies received from his paternal parent, and the Hon. 
ily, every time his ma sends him sixpence, has a private séance with 
three Bath buns, what isa poor girl todo to get a decent 
iat“ Spring, spring, gentle spring "is comiug upon us? 


Characters from Temptation. 


a fit now th 
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“THE” CURE FOR THE INFLUENZA. 
Come, read these few lyrics, 
Ye quacks and empirics, 
Who claim Influenza to cure: 
Out on nostram and potion ! 
You'll find that my notion 
Is nice, inexpensive and sure. 


Lots of tips yon have tip'd us: 
Some say eucalyptus, 
Some oysters, bref extract, champagne, 
Some with oranges fill us; 
But still the bacillus 
Does not svem to Le finally slain, 


But my new suggestion 
All should try without queetion— 
‘Tis, keep up your spirits, be gay, 
Read the pages of “ SLOPER," 
That merry old toper— 
That'll drive all the microbes away ! 


——>—__— 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLoPER, Esq., F'.0.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged,and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XXXVI, 
VICTORIA, 1837 

It was five o'clock on Tuesday morning, June 20th, 1837, The 
sun had been up foran hour or more, when two gentlemen hurriedly 
knocked at the gate of Kensington Palace. They were the Arch- 
Bishop of Canterbury and the Lord Chamberlain, They had come 
to announce to the, before then, Princess Victoria, that she was now 
the Queen of England. 

In a few minutes the youthful Queen came into the room ina 
loose white nightgown and shawl. Tears were in her eyes, but she 
was perfectly collected and dignified. Thus commenced the glori- 
ous reign of our present Queen. 

It_was five o'clock on Tuesday morning, June 20th, 1837. The 
sun had been up for an hour or more, when two gent!emen hurriedly 
knocked at the street door of asix-roomed mansion inthe old Kent 
Road. The one who knocked with his head on the door was Mr. 
Sloper, agent on commission for coals, The other was the police 
constable, who knocked on the green front of the door with his 
staff. They had come to announce (after leaving the “ Blue Pig”) 
that Mrs. Sloper was queen of Mr. Sloper's heart. Ina few minutes 
Mrs, Sloper came into the doorway in a loose white nightgown and 
shawl. Teara were not in her eyes, buta pesueunioe was in her 
Bend. She was perfectly cool and collected; Mr. Sloper was 


osed, 

Her Majesty has proved to be the mother of her people; Mr. 
Sloper the father of an epoch which, in centuries to come, will be 
known as the Sloperian age. 

In the first years of the reign there were many disturbances; the 
war in Cenada and the Indian wars, In the year 1810 the Penny 
Postage was established. In the year 1842 occurred the dreadful 
disaster of the Khyber lass, The treacherous Akbar Khan lured 
our brave troops to destruction. 

In 1842 was the great Factory Act passed. Previous to the pass- 
ing of this Act many poor women had to work in the mines, 
crawling on all-fours, clad in sacking trousers. Now, poor womeu 
work on the burlesque stage, clad in spun ailk—not sacking gar- 
ments—and dance breakdowns on two feet. 

In the year 1842 the flint musket was superseded by the percus- 
sion cap; BUT, 
supersediug in world-wide importance all these events, as marking 
the advent of a new time, as showing itself to be the proudest 
landmark of modern civilization and progress, was the birth of the 
Great, the Eminent, the Friend of Man—SLoPer! 

All other events of this reign we now live in—the Russian war 
of 1854 and 1855; the war with Abyasinia, 1867; the Ashantee, 
1873: andthe Afghan wars—sink into utter insignificance beneath the 
illumination of the star-like ascendancy of this great man and 
everything concerning him. And this may be well marked : eight 
years ago, in the sad year 1884, was the disaster at Khartoum—the 
leath of the great Gordon. Yet the genius of history points to the 
year 1884 with a proud significance. It was on the ever memorable 
Saturday, May 3rd, 1884, that SLOPER first published his “ HALF- 
Hoxiipay.” This is a reign of scientitic, moral, commercial and 
political progress. 

May our Queen reign long, the queen of all hearts and the honour 
of her people. 

In the dim centuries of the distant future, the New Zealander, 
who stands on London Bridge to view the ruins of St, Paul's will 
glow with pride as he boasts to himself he is a descendant of the 
great British Empire which flourished at its greatest in the age, 
and under the guardianship of SLOPER. 


PROFESSIONAL FRIENDS. 
No. 11.—THE Comic JOURNALIST. 


WHO is this wan and haggard man 
Who sits and madly tears his hair? 
Is he beneath some blighting ban 
That fills his soul with blank despair? 


wy sits he thus with wistful gaze? 
Why sighs he with such frightful force? 
Thinks he of long-past, happier days? 

Is he a prey to keen remorse? 


Say, has he done some deed of sin, 
Aud fears the strong arm of the law? 
Or does some microbe lurk within, 
And at his vitals fiercely goaw ? 


Pray, tell me why he’s so unmanned, 
And why his tears unceasing flow / 
Is it that Poverty's hard hau 
Has plunged him in these depths of woe? 


“Now, from your questionings desist,” 
Answered the man to whom I spoke; 
“Tis but a Comic Journalist 
Trying to perpetrate a joke.” 
———— 


TOO FLUMMERY. 


“ConsTANT Readers” of the Old Man's “ HALF-HOurpay,” and 
“Subscribers from Your First Number,” cannot have failed to notice 
that A. SLOPER encourages his young men to “go in heavy on the 
descriptive” in their weekly screeds, and most of them manage it. 
But, as the child is father to the F.0.M., so one of ALLY's ambi- 
tious young scribes has got a little bit above himself lately, and 
when he came up to the scratch with his “copy” last Tuesday we 
found that he led off with— 

“The soft, sinuous, adumbrant meshes of the setting sun melted 
in silver sunbeams through the leaves and dipped in spangles of 
gold upon the wondrously contrived brown and black moquettrie 
of shadows that led to the rugged edge of the cold stone kerb, 
where a fragile little fragment of humanity lay moaning. The 
miniature heartstorm that rent that little outcast’s frame as the 
warm crimson——" 

“I say,” protested SLOPER, ns he put the “copy” down, and 
turned, not in anger, but in sorrowful appeal to the young man, 
“what is this?” 

“ You told me to drop it ina bit with the descriptive, sir.” 

“Yes, yes, | did—but this— what is it about?” 

“The actual circumstance, in all its brutal nakedness, is that a 
little bov has slipped down on a bit of orange peel outside the 
‘Black Dog,’ uud broken his nuse.’ 


-sez, quiet but 


RED JAKE. 


—~— 


nortality of 
that towuship 
stood proudly 
prominent over 
that of any 
other town or 
city in America, 
you bet! an’ 
nobody ever 
died a nat'ral 
death, ‘cepting 
one man who 
was so skeered 
at a bullet 
“pinging” 
close to his 
ear, one night 
when there was 
a little flare 
up at Grinley's 
saloon, that 
he died of 
fright. When 
the cowboys 
exume in from 
the ranches,an’ 
some of the 
otherg from 
workin’ claims 
where they'd 
struck ile, guess 
it was as like—well, you know where, as makes no difference. 

The pride of Little Blazes was Red Jake—they called bim that from 


Been in many a tough fight. 


the colour of his hair, p'haps, maybe, from his hands, for they were 
red enough, you bet, for he'd been in many tough fights in his time. 

One day the boys were busy with “euchre” at Grinley’s, when 
in there came the queerest stranger they’d seen, He stood under 
five feet, an’ he'd gota voice !—blame me if it weren't like a gal’s— 
and he asks us ken we tell whar teu fiud Frank Stoddart ? 

Jake looks up from his cards, an’ says, “(Guess yew'll find his 
hut in 3 Block, 18th Avenue, but ef yew ask agen, stranger, for 
Stoddart, maybe you'll find him earlier ef yew inquire for ‘The 
Skunk,’ that’s what folks call him this way.” 

Then the young feller's blue eves tlashed, and he sez, quick like, 
“Then folks here are liars!" There was a commotion, everybody 
expected to see Jake whip out his:un.” But, though his hand 
twitched, he stops sudden, an’ the stranger moves off alive. 

Now the man they called The Skunk was a bit of a mystery in 
Little Blazes, an unsociable cuss who'd lived there for six months 
without causin’ o 
single inquest. 
Wouldn't play 
poker, never got 
mad drunk, an’ as 
for swearin’— 
snakes, a Sunday 
school teacher 
could give him 
points. He had 
come out to run a 
ranche, but the 
boys knew too 
much for him and 
relieved him first 
of his stock and 
then of his fencing, 
so that he left the 
dug out he had 
been livin’ in and 
came into Little 
Blazes “ dead 
broke.” 

Then Pampas 
José, who was 
drunk, turned to 
Jake, an’ sneerin’, 
sez it was the first 
time he'd seen his 
nerve fail, and that 
he had ‘lowed the 
hull township to be 
insulted. This riled 
Jake, who swore he'd show whether his nerve was right or wrong, 
an’ would bring the stranger back to Grinley's dead or alive, au 
off he goes, right away. j 

When he gets to the hut he pauses, an’ he hears the voice that 
had called the folks in Little Blazes liars, sayin'— 

“Father, look up! oh, dear dad, don't die just yet! I came out 
here to seek you as soon as | heard you were so ill, and | dreased 
like a boy because they told me it wasn’t safe fora woman to come. 

Then Jake did a big swear in his heart an’ sez, “ Durned if } 
wasn't sure there wasa likeness.” Then he knocks, polite as a New 
York dude, and enterin’, sez, “ Ken | do anything for the—that is 
for your father?” an’, bending over the poor cuss that was nearly 
givin’ in his checks, he takes a flask from his belt au’ pours a drop 
of something down his throat. 

“Is there a doctor to be had?” asked the gel, an’ Jake sez, 
“Thar is, Miss, but he's got to be ridden ten miles for, meanwhile, 
what the—what your father wants is nourishment. Come with me 
to Grinley’s an’ bring back a basket while | fetch the doctor.” _ 

When Mary Stoddart re-entered Grinley’s, still in her male attire, 
the boys 


“ Dear dad, don't die.” 


wild rush at 
her. She 
trembled and 
clung to the 
arm of Red 
Jake, who, 
after calmly 
knocking 
down the 
foremost, 
drew his 
Derringer, 
and coverin 
Pampas José, 


business like, 
“Say, boys, 
whoever lays 
a hand on 
the stranger 
will hev to 


m 
he fills the 
basket, an’ 
carries it back 
for Mary 
Stoddart, and 
then rides, as 
if for his life, iyi . 
ten miles an’ back, bringin’ the doctor with him, inside forty minutes 


“You'll hev to reckon with me.” 


A month later Mary Stoddart took her father home. A menth, 


later still Little Blazes lost Red Jake, and Mary Stoddart gained hi - 


| 
| 
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ART IN THE NURSERY. 
Master ‘1om has a talent for painting baby faces, not 
always appreciated by the sitters. 


%e® Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her Sriends whose portrails have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS. 


No, 221.—Miss MARIE BRANARD. 


“In all my wanderings I've ne'er set eyes on one 80 sweet— 
How gladly would I lay my heart and fortune at her feet!" 
—The Dovk Snook. 


“Oh, love, dear love, thou has indeed no single spark of pity 
for thy slave!" —The Hon, Billy. 


“What maddening grace! what peerless beauty !” 
—Lord Bod. 


Ces 
(1). During the recent thaw, Swine'ssfarm was inundated, and while 
herding a stray member of his fock— 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


THAT'S THE WAY THE MONEY GOES. 


(Dedicated to Spendthrifts.) neat.” 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“Dear me, Spriggens, I'm sorry to see you In this state. How is 
ieee They've cut we water off, so ‘un obliged to drink me whisky 


(Saturday, March 5, 1892. 
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“No chance of a flirt for three 
months, dear—our vicir is dead, 
and the bazaar is put off. Clergy- 
men are very thoughtless."—2z- 
tract from Letter of Young Lady. 


PROOF. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—AAMA. 


2. 


To BE CONTINUED 


A. SLOPER, having occasion the other evening to call at the Trocadero to see Mr. 
Sam Adams on a little matter of business—viz., i.e.—namely, that is to say—to beg 
the loan of a small sum to wake up the amount required for the Income Tax, be 
thought it a good opportunity to interview Miss Aama, “I:ve's Tallest Daughter.” 


| 


“ Remember, Mr, SLUPER," the collector had said, “ this is for the third time of ask- | 


ing, we sha‘n't apply any more, but simply go for your sticks.” “ Have you appealed ¢" | 
said A. SLOPER, “is that a good thing, Sam?" | 


asked Mr. Sam Adams, “No,” 
“ Decidedly,” said Mr, Sam Adams; “but here is Colonel Ulpts, the smallest man 
living. Ulpts—SLOPER, know euch other. Ta, ta!" The Colunel took to the Emi- 
nent at once, and entertained him with dauceand song. “ And now,” said A. SLOPER, 
“Twill perform an allegory.” “A whategory?” * An allegory.”——(1). And the 
Wreck stepped lightly over the gallant officer, explaining in so doing that he was 
ALLY crossing the Ulpts. “There,” cried the Colonel, whose dignity was somewhat 


THE LAIRD UPSET. 


(2). The Laird sailed up, yelling, “ Tuk’ Billy oot o' ma way, Swine, or 
m Le'll upset ma tub.” ee 


| 
| 
| 
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i} 
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| builder, and superintending alterations—for, of course, roots had to be rai 


a3. | 


SAN 


ruffled, “don't be a fool, Fon fool, but come and be introduced 40 Aama.”——(2). The 
young lady, A. SLUPER found, was not to be taken in at a glauce.—(3), But, with 
the aid of a pair of steps, he was enabled to hold pleasant converse comfortably with 
the fifteen-year-old giantess, who was affability itself, and promised to come and take 
afternoon tea with Mrs, Sloper at an early dute-—(4). And she was good enough to 
keep her word only the other day, and very high and migtty she louked, too. Mrs. 8. 
declares that, although the gracious visit did her proud, she never remembers during 
her whole life feeling so small——(5). But, bless you, for days before A. SLOPER had 
a busy time of it, what with examining plans (upside down), submitted by a local 

|, doors 
demolished, etc., aud now Mildew Court looks quite palatial, and Mrs. Sloper has got 
quite proud, and wants to keep a carriage, and A. SLOPER says, “ Well, well, little 
woman, We will see about it in a year or two's time,” and inflates his chest, 


(3). And Swine replied (in the distance), “ Ye silly auld reptile, ye can 
. let nacthing alane—not even an auld tupp.” 


————— a HS 


= “dd oe 
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Che -Shire-toss > Seow: 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Eh ?—what's that’ boy ?—the stage waiting? Certainly! certainly! ... . Ladies and gentle- | in:—Sume Cuuncillors will, without doubt, From office find themselves turned out ; The Marionettes 
men, I greet you. If I have kept you waiting, kindly accept my apologies, The labour entailed in | have won the day, And Parkinson will have to pay :—The Queen's Staghounds are out again, And 


plete together material for this week's Show must be my excuse. On we go:—Zv Manchestvr | one and all great praise vbtain:—Of Shire horses we should be blend And so thought, tov, the 
it Y 


London crowd, If some of our puffed up, self opinionated County 
cropped during the next few days, | ahell 


e's ta’en his hook; Gay London Hallé has forsook :— Audacious was the man who tried The 


‘ouncillors do not get their ears 
grand old Police Kurce to deride :—A day vit Darlow tried to win, But now he'll doa few days 


be disappointed.——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 
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kod an wi ' el bi lls pad ad Gosling?” “Ne b, 
Had any fogs where you've ing, ng ‘o’ much, 
toa boy, twnen't fame bbe bit—a steady downpour o’ Scotch whisky 
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TUL «lf 


ECONOMIZING TIME. 


“You are going to get married? Well, I am surprised! Why, A PLEASANT PROSPECT. 
You are out of work—you have just got the sack!" “ Yes, that’s Mistress, That footman from No. 71 is always down in the kitchen, Mary, and yet you know Angelina, Won't it be nice, when were married, to Lave you 
just the reason. Sha‘n't have to lose any time, you know. Capital T object to followers, always at land to hold the wool, Edwin, darling ? 
opportunity.” Alary. Yes, I know; but jist look at his lovely calves, mum. Edwin, Ye—s, love. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, March 5, 1892. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


THAT Shrove Tuesday and Ash Wednesday are not the institu- 
tions they were some years avo most people will readily adtit. 
Why we at atfy period should have, 
figwatively patios, attired vur- 
selves in sackcloth on the latter of 
these two days, and gene about our 
day’s labours with faces dzawn as 
long as tiddle strings, is beyond com- 
prehension, but happily a more com- 
mon sense view now prevails, and 
Ash Wednesday is looked upon with 
jun about the same interest that 
vwralds the approach of an ordinary 
Wednesday, That this is at it should 
be, all) must acknowledge; and 
althouch salt fish and pancakes suill 
hold their own, religious ceremony 
and display is numbered of the past. 


SINCE the days of the famous 
Theodore Hook practical joking has 
been steadily on the decline. True, 
occasionally we hear of some would- 
be imitator of the author of “Jack 

srag" playing off some prank at the 
expense of his frieuds, but the joke 
nulmoat invariably lacks that humour 
which distinguished the eccentric 
operations of Hook, and which should 
be its best excuse, The practical joke 
played at the expense of Mr. Bernard 
Shaw, the well known critic, whilst 
presiding over a meeting in High 
Street, Oxford, was no exception, A 
party of snobbish undergraduates, 
whose obtrusive loyalty was evi- 
dently shocked at the idea of so prominent a Socialist sojourning 
in their midst, screwed up the door of the room wh-re the meeting 
was being he'd, and then subjected the inmates to a series of petty 
Annoyances, the must humorous of which was, perhaps, the pouring 
of dirty water from abyve upon those who attempted to escape. 
About as funuy was the endeavour made to induce the Socialists to 
drink the Que-n's bealth, a proceeding to which it is vot surprising 
to hear few raised an objection, for when « man has been choking 
for half an hour ina small room from the fumes of burning cayenne 
pepper, he would drink, if asked, to the health of Old Harry, 

ss 


s 
Mr. F. CATHCART, the energetic secretary of the Alexandra 
Park Trotting Club, has just issued the Trotting Racing Calendar 
We (11.) and Stud Book (Vol. 1.) of Great Britain and Ireland, 
t should prove of value to those interested in this branch of sport. 
s¢ 


Ir any further proof were necessary that truth is stranger than 
fiction, the case commonly described in the newspapers as “The 
Mysterious Disappearance of a 

co 


Bank Manazer would supply it. 
Mr. W. Lidderdale, a compara- 
tively vouthful bank manazer, 
vanishes upon the very eve of his 
marriage. His accounts are found 
to be in perfect order, and no pos- 
sible explanation can be given for 
his disappearance. Shortly after, 
& communication is received, 
announcing his death from an 
accidynt on board a yacht called 
the Furcsight—which name, how- 
ever, is not registered. Now we 
are told that, from information 
derived from the scan bride- 
groom's ppers, there is little 
doubt that he has been kidnapped 
by an American lady posse’ of 
large means, a bad temper, and a 
steam yacht, It is to hoped 
that the efforts which are bejng 
made to discover the wherea®Outs 
of the yacht aboard which Mr. 
Lidderdale is supposed to be im- 

risoned will be speedily success- 
ul. and that he will return safe 
and sound to his anxious sweet- 
heart and the newly furnished 
house in the neighbourhood of 
Ilminster. se 

* 


WE are the recipients of a series of “studies” from the Artistic 
Litho Co., Bunhill Row, which, for excellency of design and 
brilliancy of execution, it would be difficult to surpass. The first 
series is entitled, ‘Gems of a Country Life,” and contains splendid 
representations of the four seasons. No, 2 is entitled, “Studies of 
Domestic Birds.” This series, which depicts several well known 
denizens of the ordinary English farmyard, is well worth possessing, 
and we heartily commend it to the notice of our readers, 

ss 
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THAT The Great Metropolis, by W. Terriss and Henry Neville, 
at the Princess’ Theatre has come to stay must be, and is, the 
opiuvion of every right thinking critic. The piece abounds with 
incidents of a high!v sensational order, and ge 3 situations are 
as plentiful as plums ina Christmas puddiug. The whole boat house 
scene, Le roby a deadly struggle aud a suicide, together with 
that depicting the wreck of the Homeward Bound, ate in them- 
selves well worth a visit. We do not recollect ever witnessing any- 
thing more realistic represented on the theatrical stage, and the 
plaudits of the enthusiastic spectators are well deserved. Lawrence 


Cautley, who has only recently returned from Australia, and is the 
life and soul of the piece, makesasplendid hero, while W. L. Abing- 
don is the beau ideal of a Princess or Adelphi villain, and receives 
the audience's hooting with unmistakable pleasure. Ellaine Terriss 
acts nicely and looks prettier, while Sidney Herberte Basing and 
Miss Brinsley Sheridan make an excellent pair of comical lovers. 


THE Garrulous Grog Blossom and Family accepted the invitation 
of Sir Augustus Harris, and honoured the Theatre Royal, Drury 
Lane, with their pre- 
sence on the night of 
Friday, February 
19th. There was a 
tremendous scene of 
enthusiasm as 
the Kminent entered 
the E Saito: box 
placed at the disposal 
of the distinguished 
visitors,ascene which 
proved beyond ques- 
tion, if such proof 
were necessary, that 
the Aged is, as we 
have often averred. (2 
The Most Popular ¢, 
Man in Europe. 
Humpty Dum pty * 
still continues to 
attract crowded 
houses, a matter of 
very little surprise, 
when the magnifi- 
cence of the produc- 
tion is taken into 
consideration, 


» 

COME, come, every- 
body, A. SLOPER is 
not going to appeal to 
vour charity forever. He's been asking you to support his “ Poor 
Relief Fuud " ever since Christinas, and, although many generous 
friends have responded to his appeals, a wuch too large majority 
have held aloof, This is not what SLoper expected, and it pains 
him deeply. He has,long ago justitied his right to the title of 
Friend of Man; try, all of you, to make him some little return by 
subscribing towards the fund in which he takes su great an interest. 


= 
THEY give yon Q really first rate entertainment at the Royal, 
Holborn, just now. The programme contains the names of Albert 
Chevalier, Bessie Bonehill, The Pinauds, George Beauchamp, and a 
lot of other stars. Take Siopen’s tip, if you want an evening's 
amusement, and give this snug little hall a turn, 
= 


° | 
By the death of Mra. Nye Chart the theatrical profession, the 
people of Brighton and A, SLOPER have lost a true triend. While 
indefatigable in her e.ertions to maintain the high repute of her 
theatre, she always found time to extend a helping hand to those 
in need, and it will be long before her gooduess is forgotten. 


columns of some of our daily contemporaries, it would appear that 
the Suburban District Boards 
really fulfil their duty to the rate- 
payers, inthe matter of keeping 
the paths and roadways clean, 
far better than do those under 
the control of the Corporation of 
London, which y,as one in- 
dignant individual suggested, has 
probably but little time to spare 
from the organization of banquets 
to attend to such a (to them) 
trivial matter as the proper 
cleansing of the streets. We do 
not know much about the streets 
in the more eastward parts of the 
City, but we do know that, after 
a snowfall or a heavy shower of 
rain, Fleet Street and the Strand 
are transformed into absolutely 
abominable thoroughfares, and 
that it is seldom that any effort 
is made to cleanse them before 
long past midday. The classic 
Lane of Shoe, wever at uny time 
obtrusively cleanly, aftera night's 
rain is turned intoa lake of liquid 
mud, and those of our staff who 
rejoice in the possession of patent boots, are seriously pel! of 
hiring one of Kiralfy’s gondolas to convey them toand from “The 
Sloperies.” e« 
s 


Mr. Epcak Smart, F.O.S., has been knocking ‘em,as Robert 
Macaire in Sarah Thorne’s Pantomime of Afuther Goose. Ragde 
Trams, as he was called when he was a boy with curly hair and 
open worked drawers, is an actor of more than considerable ability, 
and it's a pity the London stage doesn’t have the benefit of his 
services a bit more. That's A. SLOPER's opiuion, avyhow. 

ss 


*s 
ALL lovers of horse flesh should pay a visit to the Continental 
Gallery, New Bond Street, and inspect the clever paintings of the 
celebrated Polish artist. Jan V. Chelmiuski, which, in addition to 
a splendid collection of high class works from the Paris Salons, 
are on exhibition there from ten till seven, 


e 
Miss CLARICE MYLFORD'S matinée at the Vaudeville Inst week 
was only relieved from hopeless dreariness by the absurdities of 
the plays in which the lady exhibited her painful incompetence. 
= & 
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TF the four young ladies now billed at the London Pavilion, and 
who, at one not very remote period, disported themselves on the 
boards of the os Theatre, thought that by 
deserting the “old ship” they would cause 
the wrecking of the same they are wofully 
mistaken. There are as good tish in the sea 
as ever came out, and the only people at all 
inconvenienced are the four young ladies 
themselves, Cinder Ellen up too Late is going 
better than ever, and, in our opinion, is one 
of the funniest burlesques of recent pus. 
Fred Leslie aorpaaeen himself, and k. J. 
Lonnen, Charles Danby and pretty little Katie 
James render him most exce lent assistance, 


_THE Antiquated Anchovy has been gra- 
ciously delighted to, this day, confer the 
“Award of Merit” upon HARRY Dacre, 
hecause he's a clever author-com poser, amart 
burlesque writer and a govd dramatist. 
~ Feyther,” chortled the Blue Orbed Budlet, 
‘3s he suddenly left off playing “ Katie 
Connor” with one finger, “have you heard 
that "Arry's just issued a new song that will 
destroy ‘Maggie Murphy's Home’ in about a 
week?" And a happy smile lit up the 
features of the Agéd as he reflected that, if 
that were so, he might still be able to remain 
in England, after all. 
ess 

IF those persons who advocate the policy 
of honesty as being the most advantageous 
one will call upon the conductor who recently 
found the sum of £3,000 in his "bus, and who 
was. rewarded by the owner thereof with the munificent sum of 
3s, Gd, they will, besides receiving a literal supply of free kicks, 
hear of something very much to their disadvantage. 


| twenty-eight; and 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING MAKCH 12th, 1892, 
——— 


6th March, 1838,—On this night, as the trawl! boats of 
Messrs. Wilson, of Whitehaven, were out yea 4 os mid channel, 
the men on buard were suddenly visited by hun of winged 
voyagers, who buzzed about their ears, aud seemed resolved to 
abide by them whilst pursuing their hardy teil. The siraugers 
settled on the deck in hundreds, and many suffered themselves to 
be caught. They were larks. These blythe sonysters are occasion- 
ally driven from the Scottish to the English side of the channel in 
great numbers, and it is presumed that the flocks we speak of, in- 
spired by a natural instinct to seek their native shore, and tempted 
by a favouring breeze, had been on their way across the Firth, when 
arrested in their flight by the shifting of the wind, with which the 
had buffeted till the shades of night had closed upon them. Left 
thus forlorn amidst darkness and mists, they had been attracted by 
the light hoisted on the masts of the trawl boats and had there 


sought a resting-place, 


“7th March, 1835.—On this day, two black sailors, named 
respectively “Jumbo” and “ Bottle o’ Beer,” were tried for piracy 
at the Central Criminal Court and acquitted. 


8th March, 1886.—In a newspaper of this date, we read :— 
“ A strange discovery has been made, under singular circumstances, 
in Glaston Hall, Rutland, which has the reputation of being 
haunted. It appears that 2 number of boys from Uppingham 
School went to Glaston Hall, where they inet a man named James 
Liquorish, who, while taking a walk, had also wandered near the 
old hall. They all entered the ruinous building through one of the 
windows. The lads, in the course of their visit, asked to be shown 
the ‘haunted’ rooin, where it is reported that ghosts appear at 
times, The question had hardly been asked, when one of the 
youths touched his companions, who were all seized with terror and 
fled from the building, making their way as fast as poasible back to 
Uppingham. Mr. Liquorish, on looking round to discover the 
cause of the fright of the boys, was shocked to see a body hanging 
by the neck from the lintel of a door, while on the door itself was 
hung a man’s hat. Mr. Liquorish quickly left the building, but 
returned with several other persuns, The body was then cut down 
and was afterwards indentitied as that of William Church, aged 
sixty-nine, who had been missing for nearly a week. Jt is presuined 
that the old man went to the ruins and committed suicide, and 
that the limbs of the body, which were mutilated, had been guawed 


by the rats and bats with which the ruins abound.” 
| 9th March, 1862.—Frank Talfourd, the clever burlesque 


writer, died this day, aged 35. 


10th March, 1877.—At the Sheffield School Board meetir 
this day, the clerk announced that he had received two sovereign 
as “conscience money " from an individual signing himself" Yours 


Py | unfaithfully,” for having damaged a board school at Sheftield. 
Fro the correspondence which has recently been raging inthe | ——_——— 


11th March, 1651.—Under this date, Evelyn gives a horrible 
account Ol the torture by water and rack of a miserable wretch 
charged with robbery and refusing to confegs at the Chitelet prison 
at Paris. “The lieutenant,” he says, “told us he would conquer 
the torture, and so it seems they would not hang him, but did use 


| in such cases to send them to the gallies, which is as bad as 


death.” He adds— There was another malefactor to succeede, 
but the spectac'e was so unxcum/furtable, that I was not able to stay 
the sight ot another.” 


12th March, 1828.—Five unhappy wretches ordered for 
execution uuderwent the awful penalty of the law this morning, at 
the Debtors’ Door, in the Old Bailey, viz., Charles Melford, aged 
eighteen ; his brother William, aged twenty-one; Jeremiah Sulli- 
van, aged renty signe Thomas Chapman, alias Derrick, aged 
. Johnson, alias Carter, aged thirty. The 

robberies—the first at the 


Melfords were convicted of two darin 
lummers Row, Shoreditch. 


house of Mr. Pring, a cheesemonger, 
They got admission to the house during divine service on pretence 
of wanting to purchase some articles. Mra. Pring opeved the door, 
and, when she went round the counter to serve them, Charles drew 
a pistol, and, pointing it to her head, threatened to shoot her if she 
made the least noise. In the meantime, his brother took all the 
money from the till with other articles They were alterwards con- 
victed, with Sullivan, of a similar robbery at Mrs. Norbury’s, in 
Birchin Lane. Derrick and Johnson were found guilty of stealing 
two mares, the property of Mr. Jones aud Mr. Bone, from Marsh 
field, Gloucestershire. They were apprehended iu London with the 
mares in their possession. They continued very penitent till the 
moment they were launched into eternity. 


KING OF PARNASSUS. 


THE embryo Bryon had written his ag 6 
And he gazed on it fervently, lovingly, long; 
And, alone in his attic, with emphasis strong, 
He admiringly read and re-read it. 
“ By Jove!” he exclaimed, “I have caught the divine 
Tuspiration and fire of the goddesses nine. 
Beyond question, this mazimum opus of mine 
Will for ever redound to my credit. 
ao ue sanctum of SLOPER I'll take it with speed, 
For’l'm climbing the hill of Parnassus indeed!" 


The embryo Byron was asked to rehearse 

In the Rminent’s room his dulcifluous verse ; 

And the Eminent murmured a multiform curse 
As the bard his funfaronade spouted. 

But at last the sad rigmarole came to an end. 

“ Do you think,” said the pote, “1! may hope to ascend 
The high hill of Parnassus?” “Why, yes, my dear friend, 
You're enthroned there!" the Eminent shouted. 

“For, in wasting my time with so senseless a screed, 
You have proved yourself King of Bornasses iudeed !" 


“STICK TO THE POISON YOU KNOW.” 


YEARS and years ago—the very first time, in fact, that SLOPER 
ever went to spend a week with his now dear friend, the Viscount 
Valerian de Varioluid McPlumme Duff de Warter- Prooffe—great 
shakes! what a pedigree that nubleman had !—and to think that 
now—zow—all, all has been squandered—gam bled—lavished—dis- 
sipated—save the hereditary fee-simple of his ancestors’ interests in 
a beautiful glass marble quarry, situate on the ruggedest peak of 
the Cornish coast, and seven months out of the twelve under water ! 

But the old man wanders, 

Well, years and years ago, when the old Shoe Laner was stoppin 
there, he was aroused from his matutival slumbers on the firs’ 
morning after his arrival by a chambermaid bringing a gizsatio 
bath and a luge can of cold water into his bedroom, Then she 
retired, and an agile and slippered valet entered. Even his clothes 
were quiet, and only a muftied splashing could be heard as he pro- 
ceeded to fill the tub and departed. 

An hour later, SLOPER appeared in the breakfast room. Silently 
uiding up to his crested host, he drew him on one side and whis- 

ered i— 

“V, old sonnie, you won't mind what I'm going to say?” 

“Not a bit, my boy, not a bit. What is it, pray?" 

“Why—er—that is—I'd prefer a rum and milk of a mornin’, if 
it’s all the same.” 

“1 don’t comprehend.” 

“Don't you?—can't you guess? Fact is, it's not a bit of good 
beating about the bush, but I can't drink it.” 

“What?” 

“Well—er—it was very thoughtful of ‘em, don't y’ know, to 
bring me that hig drink—what d'ye call it, by the way ?—but I 
could only manage two tumblers of it, couldn't—anud wouldn’t— 
drink another spoonful to save my blooming life!” 


— 


Saturday, March 5, 1892.) 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


7) 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


as het 


RE-BELL-ION. THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 
(Complaints have lately been made of the Bells of the Royal Exchange, which a 
of wilt play one tune all day in business hours, and often with several notes es 2 
1, wiaing.) as 168 CAMDEN Roap, Lonpow, February 22nd, 1892. 
d , DEAR ALLY,—Thanks for the “ Award of Merit that you have 
. HARK to those bells '—to the bells that | bestowed upon me, | Should be most happy in giving the Blue- 
8 ev'ry day distract us ; Eved Blossom lessons in animal impersonations, but do not let th: 
5 Bells that bang out from the g00d old | cat out of the bag, or bring Snatcher with you, Your first call for 
ta Royal Exchange! rehearsal will be Saturday night at 1.30 a.w.—Eecentric Club, in 
n For year after year have they in the | practice clothes, Yours ever, C, LAURI, F.0.s, 
2 same old tone attacked us, Mitta = — 
‘i One ua er day is, it seems, their SLOPER'S VAG ARIES. 
only e! | 4 a 
n yra Via, ana drone ale-they No. 103.—HE BLACKMAILS Sir JAMEs Ferausson, 
i : — give us airs with, — s TAKE my advice!" said the Postmaster-General. 
2 O& Dor, Doubtless, meant tosoothe Ae What's your ad vice?" quo’ the son of a gun, 
y Oy fire our cares with, Know, my dear SLOPER, that food business men are all 
--., ‘ _/But that air no person | _ vsing my letter card system like fun, 
‘ os: } bears with— | ou, who are scrawling epistles eternally, 
d No; ‘tis one he mostly Certainly you should my letter cards try. 
y > “swears” with | Trouble untold they will save you diurnally ; 
Ten for a bob—will you buy? will you buy?” 
_ So, blow those bells ! 7 
= For their endless SLoprn, inspecting the cards Fergussonian, 
pealing Found they would further his fast writing aims: 
, Sets us reeling, So, chancing im then to be not quite “a stony ‘un,” 
"9 Their one tune repels Bought half a quid’sworth at once from Sir James. 
‘1 All around the Royal ome then he hurried, and then very fleetly to 
3 Exchange ! Ww rite nine-and-ninety brief missives began : 
e@ And “Snakes !” he exclaimed, “I'm beholden completely to 
: tf “The Roast Beef of Old Clever Sir James for his letter card plan!” 
) England” you'll find ickly, ri ickly i i 
t : l Quickly, right quickly, old Co rnoh finished his 
5 me bold bells Ph or bat fom is sstonte bmnent when 
} : : at unne bibl Pee . 
: “BE? Next, wAuld Lang Syne” they will hammer all day long! Number of bottles if “tiddles “by me oe: ss 
. | me be National Anthem” (which a/Z men shuut with cheerful aii teae ariel, the Wreck began wonderinz 
2) ; : F ; yhy so much gin he so slickly had swigged : 
4 i They a ag (minus nas which have recently gone wrong) ! And loud were his howling and growling ri thundering— 
t * So, blow those 8, etc, Dire was his ire—when the Teason he twigged, 
ie! Then spake he to Fergusson, sternly, impressively. 
vas fatl A : re. rior “Jinimy, your cards are a fraud and a lane. os 
1 } HE was awfully jealous o er—awlully, - The gum upon each has to be so excessively 
1 Ever since their return from their honeymoon, a vague suspicion Licked, that it makes me as dry asa clam. 
that his Grace Edith was hiding something from him had gradually So to purchase no more o' your letter cards, Jimmy, a 
: a | tipened into almost conviction. ‘ Wrinkle Ul give to all good business men— : 
; It had been a hard struggle to win her, for she had had scores of Jaless, for my own private use, you will gimme a 
admirers from amongst whom to chose: yet she had selected him Bottle of gin with each packet of ten!" 
—and why?) True, he was handsome and talented, but not so re ry - 
much the superior in these respects of half adozenof her troop of 
; Ds periniprers. But stay—his wealth. No, it could not—and 
8. 


; | might Perchance she had never lov 
for position and—oh ! horrible idea—still cherish 
one of her former lovers, Yes, there must be 
kind ; but he would discover it, and if—well, as 
Cocksure let himself quietly in with his latel 
oft, pile carpeted stairs to his young wife's 
Poded in for anyone who might have wrecked 
But what is this sound of scuftling as he n 
ing the next few steps at a 
stride, he hastily turns the 
handle of the door to find it— 
locked. With one virorous 
. |) kick, he shatters the bolt and 
7 © enters—enters to find hia wife 
4 ) sitting in a chair, but flushed, 
l iy heated and trembling with 
l 
Y 
, 


something o 


his happiness, 


Ce ee ee ee ere! oo eee ae 


|) excitement. The air is heavy 
|) with the fumes of tobacco, and 
an open window indicates the 
- manner in which his wife's 
recent com feelon-tier lover— 

’ > has escaped. 
; ig “So, woman,” thunders the 
, | infuriated husband. “{ have 
|) discovered you at last. How 
/ long—how Jong, I say, have 
» youbeen deceiving me? Come, 

the full trath.” 

i “Oh, George, don't look so 
e awful. It—it—was—er—long 
hefore our marriage, and—er— 
J meant io tell you, but [ was afraid, and, oh! George, I n 


7 


— 


» returned, and I—[ yielded.” 


» am co fond of them, 
“THEM! 


Z who are the scoundrels?” 
“Scoundrels? What on earth do yon mean?” 


Tell me the names of your accursed lovers at once.” 
Lovers, George! How dare you! Are you mad?” 
5a | thiok I must be. Didao’t you c 
or—— 
“Cigarettes, Yes, of course I did.” 
“Cigarettes, Why—-r—ther 
} atmosphere, this open window—— 


_——— 
GIRLS OF THE «FRIV." 
No. 36.—S1BYLt SELWYN. 


THE ancient Sibyl, in her youth 

§ f ancient songsters sing us sooth), 
iot amorous Pheebus to decree 

That her terrestrial yenrs should be 

As many as the grains of sand 

She'd gathered in her tiny hand. 

Rat, well-a-day ! that Sibyl] fair, 

When she to Phoebus made her prayer, 

Forgot to beg that he'd confer 

Perennial bloom and grace on her. 

So, though ten centuries she survived, 

Her life was of its bliss deprived, 

Because at seventy she became 

A haggard, gaunt, decrepit dame, 

Who thence a lonely life dragged on, 

By none beloved and loving none. 


The modern Siby], in her youth, 

Has been by fostering Fates, forsooth, 
So favoured that she ne'er can pine 
Beneath her namesake's doom malign ! 
‘Tis true, this fairy of the “ Friv.,” 
Not e’en an hundred years will live; 
But she’s a ereature so divine 

That, thongh she live to ninety-nine, 
Her charms until her dying day 

Will know no dwindling, no decay ! 
Who sees her once, at once can see 
That Sibyl] Selwyn still will be— 

While Sibyl's young, while Sibyl's old— 

The fairest form in mortal mould ! 


ed him; had only married 
ed anaffection for 


George Thistleton 
key and mounted the 
boudoir his thoughts 


ears the room? Clear- 


away, and I've nso lonely, that I—er—that the old craving 
“ Merciful powers! To think that I should have married such 
"AGeibirey forgive me! I—er—lots of women do the same, and I FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 

Do you mean to say that—oh! this is even worse | °,* Subscribers a 
than I suspected. Oh! but I will be terribly avenged! Who? Sree) @ Cabine 


y N sED L WwW . Qd, 
“Mean? Damn it, madam, don't drive me to absolute frenzy. SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED Last BER, RIOT Oe. 3 


‘onfess just now your love 


' this locked toom, this smoke laden THE BELOVED ONE'S INFLUENCE. 


“Means that | was enjoying a quiet smoke, when I heard you 


and pitched matches, ash My fortune too long I have squandered 
about eighty choice Egyptians into the In useless and graceless good cheer. 


yet it WOMAN AND HER VANITY. 

TWAS in a quiet little road, in a sele 
that a man and woman, the latter carrvin 
f this | crimson dranzht exeluding sau 
afternoon, They appeared to be quarrelling, 
basket down on the pavement with 
remarked, to her companion— 

“Twill, [ swear 1 will, Vil leave yer this very minute. I won't 
live with yer another single day.” 

“Oh, ye won't, won't ye?” 

“No, | won't. I'll leave yer.” 

“Oh! When?” 

“Now—right off—this minute," 

“You'll go away 2?” 

“T shall.” 

“T shouldn't if Z was you.” 

“But | shall. I've put up with too mnen at your ‘ands, and [ 
defy you to stop me goin'.” 

“Oh, J sha'n't stop yer,” 


The woman set the 
a crash, and yelled, rather than 


he replied, quietly enough ; “all as I 
shall do ‘Il be to report the matter to the police at ‘Ampstead 
station. All| shall say is, as my od ‘ooman tins mysteriously dis- 
appeared, O' course he'll arst me fora deseription of yer, and | 
shall say, ‘Cert’nly, sir; she's a little, undersized woman, about 
forty—er'—forty what are yer?— with biggish feet, turns ‘er right 
toes in, fair size mouth with mustarche a-comin’ on, ‘air the colour 
o' a Bracknell brick, with a cast in the left eye, and—-"" 

“ Beast !" she hissed, “ would you dare say all that?” 

“Cert'nly ; ‘ow's he to find yer, else?" 

She glared at him for 4 moment like an agitated puma foiled of 
its prey, Then he walked on, She looked upand down the street 
for a minute, gnashed and gritted her teeth together, then, with a 
heavy sigh, shouldered the basket, aud—trudged after him ! 


‘ " , ever She was a woman, after all ! 
meant to again ; but, since our honeymoon, you've been so much 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
CHRISTMAS APPHATLI, 


not less than Five Shillings will receive (post- 
size Photograph of A, SLUPER, Esq., F.0.M. 


ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (weekly donation), £1; A SERVANT, 58.; WILLIAM 
PASSFIELD, 5s.; “BALAK,” Is. 6d.; D., 18.; OLD Worm, 1s, 24.; G. A. F. 
(Harglepoul), 1a. 


Making a total receive up to February 24th, 1892—£169 14s. 10d, 


Too long, my beloved, I have wandered 
Apace on the downward career : 


try And deep and sincere my remorse is, 

Yet conscience upbraids me in vain: 

Alns! from my dissolute courses 
I ne'er shall have strength to Tefrain, 

| Thouzh I loathe and despise them completely, 

Until to my life there comes in 

Some beneficent Influence, sweetly 
To save me from shame and from sin ! 


And yon, my beloved, you are fretting 
To think I am sinking so low: 
My faults you are daily regretting, 
My recklessness fills you with woe. 
But, oh! [am fain, in all meekness, 
With penitent tears, to confess 
That my strength to reform will be weakness 
Till love my endeavours shall bless, 
An Influence potent to move me 
| To good [ am yearning to find : 
Oh, love, gentle love! if you love me, 
t yours be that Influence kind ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
WHEN might Mr. W, S. Gilbert have been arrested on suspicion 
of having done a murder ?—When he had Ruddi-gore on his hands, 
OF what two characters by Charles Dickens does Druriolanus out 
in the rain remind you ?—RHarris and Gamp. 
Wnaat London banks has there been a tremendous run on lately ? 
—Mounte-banke, 
Mrs. SLOPER is essentially a truthful woman. Even when she 
does anything wrong, she never tells A-LLY. 
WHAT onght Leap Year to be to you ladies whe mean to “ pop 
| the question” while it's here ?—A look-before-you-Leap Year. 
| | A MAN who takes nothing stronger than water, yet frequently 
| falls to the ground—Jupiter Pinvins, 
ON New Year's Day somebody asked S§LOPER his age. “T 


ct north-western suburb, 
# ® huge basket full of 
saze bags, came toa halt the Other 


corner. 
Peter Crawle 


THAT might be due to j 
was shortly to leave her rn 
to be ungrateful, but it w 


He stood his U: 
admire its beauti 
tea, He did not 


The Umbrella still maintained its devilish, 


idea that somethin 


advanced towards b 
was a wild rush of the animals,and I’: 
was come, when he awoke to find his :--. out of the be 
feet at an angle of forty-five against the wall of the room 
realized that his dream 
he had been resting himself, but he 
something was wrong. 


THE DEMON UMBRELLA. 


(A TALE or DIABLERIE.) 
semcegeees 


CHAPTER II. 


of for a domicile of his own, 
as most certainly human nature, 


Fell Asleep, 


mbrella in a corner near at hand, so that he might 
8 at intervals, and composed himself to enjoy his 


enjoy it. The tea was not only bitter, bat the 
toast was burned black. The few w 
sand, and there was a general fee 
most unsatisfactory meal, 

He yoned the fire, and stuck up his toes to warm them, Then, 


‘ought of the pleasures that would | 
the next three weeks, y 


, Watercresses were gritty with 
ling of discomfort about that 


ve his in the course of 
when Lydia would be 


the presiding goddess 
over his comfort, he chuckled with joy. Th / nine 
would have a look at 
time in his life he fell asleep over his hewspape 
the fire was out, he had the cramp, and was croga, 
and then it seemed as if a congress of cats had be 
hold a carnival in the rear of the premises, 
tossed, and still these 
off into fitful dozes, to awaken with ast 


w new key. Then he dropped off iuto a troubled sleep, 


en he decided he 

the news of the day, and almost for the first 
r. When he awoke 
He crept to bed, 
en summoned to 
For hours he lay and 
cats rang out their chorus, Then he dropped 
artas the ents started on 


Awakened with a start, 


fixed stare from its 


pson awoke with a start and an indefinite 
ad gone wrong. The iden was the remains of 
had, for some time previous to his awaking, 


He had dreamt he was in India, On a 
ad encountered a great heard of Brahmin 
horns, and each horn was carved into an 


exact copy of the handle of the Umbrella which he had purchased, 
The balls looked threatening. Peter retired cautiously, The bulls 


im. Peter retired precipitately. Then there 


ster jelt that his last moment 
bed and his 
. Peter 
was dae to the awkward position in which 
also instinctively felt that 
He looked at his watch. The time to 


which its hands pointed showed that it was ridiculously early— 


the wild clang o: 
a milkboy’s bell, 
which he usually 
heard just as he 
finished break- 
fast, suggested 
that it was very 
late. He put his 
watch to his ear; 
it had stopped ; he 
had forgot to 
wind it up. He 


sprang out of bed, 


and, just as he 
got one leg into 


is trousers, the 


clock on the 
neighbouring 
steeple _clanged 
out the hour of 
nine. 


The journey to 


Brighton with 
Lydia Pillans was 
to have been 
started from 
Waterloo Station 
at 8.45. The cat 
music had dis- 
ordered his rest, 
and he had over- 
slept himself. 


Madly he 


plunged into his 
clothes, and wildly 
he wrestled with 
his collar buttons, 


wouldn't tike it mentioned,” said the Patriarch, “but I've just | of the loved Lydia. 


reached '92, 


(To be continued next week.) 


He tore along. 


He jammed on his tie anvhow, and, grabbing 
his Umbrelia, he darted into the street and tore along the inter- 
vening acres of streets which lay between his residence and that 


ndifference, hegot of knowledge that he 
It seemed 


80 


THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 245.—Mr. Cuarnes Lavnt, F.O.S8. 

“Mr. Charles Lanri, a life like portrait of whom may be 
omservesl above, first saw the light in a peaceful village, which, 
even ty this day, still bears a strong resemblance to that situated 
upon ‘the slow and dirty line.’ Charlie, although in all other 
Tespects about as perfect a specimen of infancy as could well be 
imagined, had the misfortune to be born dumb, This catas- 
trophe, although a source of intense grief to his mother, did not 
seem to be very greatly regretted by his father—a circumstance 
which is open to explanation on the ground that as Lauri pére 
was already the prowi father of seven other children, who had 
from the hour that they were born until such a time as they had 
Raccessfully passed the teething period, given him sleep disturb- 
ing proofs of the power of their lungs, he hailed with delight 
the advent of an addition to his family who could not express 
in agonizing yells his dislike to being washed and his rooted 
antipathy to pap, But although little Charlie could not give vent 
to his thoughts and wishes in words, he soon learned to do so by 
gesture, and 60 clever was he in this respect, that he suffered 
but little inconvenience from his misfortune. When, therefore, 
a skilful operation gave him the power of speech, it was but 
natural that he should go upon the stage and turn hia know- 
ledge of pantomime to account. Chiefly because he's a clever 
pantomimist and a marvellous acrobat, he was created F.O.S, 
and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him February 
20th, 1892."—Debrett Improved. 


First Sportive Character, You saw that well groomed young 
filly in whose company T was at the ball last night ¢ 

Seeond Sportive Character, Yes, 

First Sportive Character, Well, T've bought her, my boy. A 
thousand pound cheque to her sire did the deed, and she'll be an 
inmate of my stable within w month. He, he, he! 
See ee ee Sees eee 


and be a ‘spectable man 
Yah!" 


Indignant Custumer. Waiter, ¢ thuugut L asked for new laid 


°C llibernian Waiter. Er—well, sorr, wasn't it meself that just 
laid them on yer plate? 


ALLY 


THEIR PROTECTOR. 


¢. >) 
= F 


Ruby (his Cousin), Why, Tom, I thought you were away at school. 


Zom. So I have been. Just come back. The guv'nor being in town attending to his Parliamentary duties, 
and there having been such a number of burglaries in the neighbourhood lately, I naturally thought the 


womenfolk would like to have someone at home to take care of them. 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, March 5, 1892. 


= < 
MUSSEL ANDO MUSCLE. 

“Great Scott, Bob! what have you been doing to 
your legs?" “Why, you can't start on a walking tour 
without a good pair of calves, so I just popped a pound 
of mussels in the calves, and now I believe they're just 
beginning to open out.” 


JUST ARRIVED. 
His first appearance on the World's Stage. 


THE SMITE THAT FAILED. 


(1). Patrick O'Slaughter (to Mr. Dealchump, the New Land Agent). “ Arrah,’ye thafe 
o’ the worrld! Wud yer argufy with me? Begor! Oi'll smash the reund bone av 
yer shkull wid the blackthorrn twig !"——(2). “There's moy argimint. Take that 
to Ould Nick wid ye."——(3). Then the Furies of Remorse ture the murderer's heart, 
and he dashed wildly from the fatal spot.—(4). Shortly afterwards, the horror 
stricken wretch stealthily returned to remove the evidences of his crime. “Och! 
begor!"” he gasped, “they've taken the spalpane away! What'll Oi do now ?”—— 


UNDER DIFFICULTIES. 


A good old family nose has its disadyantages 
at times. 


| 


| 


OANCING GIRLS. 


The girl who doesn't care for supper. 


| apparition. 


(5). The sound of an approaching footstep caught his ear. He turned round, and 
beheld the stately form of his vietim, plain as in life, standing beside him. Witha 
wild yell of terror he sank on his knees. “Ochone! ochone!” he stirieked. “Shpare 
me loife! Shure ‘twas only me fun Oi was afther !" —— (6). “Pooh!” said the 
“What a fuss about nothing! A mere trifle. Takes a ten-ton sieum 
hammer to hurt a head like mine. Solid oak right through, I tell you. It mut be, 
or I should never havo been fool enough to take the job of agent in these parts, eh? 


AN OBJECTIVE CASE. 


“What was the object, you young scamp. that induced you to turn your 
back upon your paternal roof?" ‘ Why, you, dad.” 
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